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(skop)  OE  Scop  or  sceop 
<OHG  scoph,  scof 
(poetry,  fiction,  sport,  jest) 

An  Old  English  poet  or  minstrel 


In  northern  Europe  (Germanic  or  Teutonic 
territories),  a type  of  performer-the  scop-flourished 
form  the  fifth  to  the  seventh  or  eight  centuries.  The 
first  use  of  this  word  occurs  in  Beowulf  c.  496  A.D. 
where  it  refers  to  wandering  minstrels  who 
provided  entertainment  at  King  Hrothgar’s 
Meadhall,  Heorot.  King  Alfred,  in  his  translation  of 
Boetheus,  refers  to  “Omerus,  se  gode  sceop ” (Homer, 
the  good  poet)  c.  888  A.D. 

The  scop  was  a singer  and  teller  of  tales  about 
the  deeds  of  Teutonic  heroes.  As  the  principal 
preserver  of  the  tribe’s  history  and  chronology,  the 
scop  was  prized  and  awarded  a place  of  honor  in 
society.  The  songs  and  stories  were  major  features 
of  feasts  and  other  great  occasions,  after  the 
Teutonic  tribes  were  converted  to  Christianity 
during  the  seventh  and  eight  centuries,  however, 
the  scop  was  denounced  by  the  church.  From  the 
eight  century  onward,  the  once  honored  scop  was 
classed  with  mimes  and  like  them  was  branded 
infamous.  The  term  was  used  on  into  the 
nineteenth  century,  but  has  become  absolete  in 
present  day  English.  We  revive  the  term  as  our  tide 
because  it  refers  to  the  creator  of  literature  and  the 
teller  of  those  tales. 
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Cover  photo  “Hidden”  by  David  Sheller  and  line  of  poetry  from  “Silence”  by  Jenny  Dreisewerd. 


Ghost  Rider 


Ginny  Neile  Hilton 


A Promise  Fulfilled 

Your  pedals  pump,  metal  moves, 

As  you  soar  to  your  destination. 

White  wheels  turn  and  rubber  skids, 

But  somehow  no  gravel  flies. 

You  brake  before  the  bleached  house 
With  the  chocolate  shutters. 

You  hear  giggles  and  branches  rusding, 

As  child  hunts  for  child. 

You  spot  a smile  and  sandy  braids 
Dangling  from  sturdy  limbs. 

Leaves  hide  her  blueberry  eyes 
And  summertime  freckles. 

You  envy  the  uneven  patter 
Of  weightless,  skipping  feet, 

And  the  windswept  smell 
Of  summer  children  at  play. 

There  is  pain  in  watching, 

Yet  you  smile. 

You  sweep  up  nearby  wildflowers, 

Yellow,  just  for  her,  but  she  skips 
Beyond  your  outstretched  hand. 

You  came  on  a cloud  of  red  steel 
To  fulfill  a child’s  sacred  promise, 

A vow  to  ride  and  see  your  litde  love. 

An  angry  blue  jay  shrieks,  and  dives 
Through  your  fragile  powder-frame. 

The  shadowed  dust  of  you  scatters 
And  twirls  a sandy  braid, 

Then  ever-so-slowly  recollects 
In  the  honeyed  sigh  of  a memory. 

A breeze  calls  you  from  heaven, 

You  throw  a kiss  on  the  wind, 

And  the  red  blur  speeds  away. 

His  little  braided  girl  turns, 

Sees  a swirl  of  dust  and  dandelions, 

And  fancies  she  hears  her  name  in  the  wind. 
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Red  Rose 


Poetry  Award  Winner 


Rachel  Shirley 


Den  — Doorknob 
Plaster  Penetrated 
Lion  Roars 
“Come  Here  Bitch” 

Little  Struggle 
Body  Designed 
Old  Bruises 
Animal  Scent  Devours 
Oxygen  Depletes 
Weight  Suffocates 
Dreams  Shatter 
Claws  Rip 
World  Violated 
Bared  Fangs 
Satisfied  Snarling 
Empty  Screaming 
Pleading  Whimper 
Pawing 
Soul  Numb 
Blood 
Heart  Red 

Beastly  Breath  Dissolves 
Smell  of  Flowers 
Away  — Floating 
Dreamlike  Escape 
Garden  Untouched 
Rose  of  Perfection 
Caressing 
Petal  Delicacy 
Existing  Virgin 
Lion  Distant 
Growling  Stops 
Eyes  Open  Salty 
Den-Reality 
Clothing  Tom 
Muttering  Lie 
“ I Love  You” 

Pants  Zip 


I'm  Free 


Ellen  Lozchke 


I take  a journey  and  ride  a star  whose  resplendent  aura  pinkens  my  legs.  I lean  in 
and  hold  the  star’s  reigns  and  lay  my  breasts  upon  the  warmth  of  the  curved  smooth 
star. 

I fly  and  there  is  no  wind  to  briskly  streak  across  my  face  only  the  airs  gentle 
fingertips  float  past  my  freckled  smile  and  intercept  my  strands  of  sable  hair.  If  I 
press  my  heels  into  the  warm,  curved  glass  I can  fly  past  galaxies  of  worlds  not 
worthy  of  my  musical  thoughts  creating  a stream  of  glistening  fairy  lights  riding  tips 
of  snow  streaking  behind  me  I ride  with  my  hands  free,  with  my  arms  raised  above 
my  head  steering  my  journey  with  my  knees  pressed  tightly,  gripping  the  star — 
muscles  in  place. 

My  voice  bounces  off  the  purple  mists  and  pools  of  orange  night  creating  acoustics 
to  elevate  the  lilt  of  my  own  voice  for  the  music  of  the  universe  to  hear. 

What  a rush! 

Rivers  of  blood  racing  through  canals  of  limbs  and  lungs  and  soul.  1 possess 
tremendous  power — higher  than  mountain  tops  scratching  at  the  ozone  layer  for  I 
am  free  to  slow  my  star  and  hear  my  journey  through  tubular  notes  standing  still  in 
space  reverberating  lyrical  waves  of  perfection  through  my  pores  and  out  my  mouth. 
I sing,  I whisper,  I hum  a giggle  of  my  own  tune  which  merges,  then  blends  into  the 
power  of  the  dark  space  harmony  of  all  the  voices  on  a journey  this  night! 

This  night  that  I am  FREE! 

Land  gendy  if  you  dare. ...surge. ...risk. ...night. ...dream.. 


Lazy  Susan 


Debbie  Siegler 


•age 


[ 


My  sister 


I miss  you. 

You  are  so  far  away 

and  I have  no  one  to  talk  to. 

I tried  to  tell  the  robin  something 
but  she  flew  away. 

she  didn’t  want  to  hear  me. 
she  said  I was  too  loud,  that  I 
was  scaring  away  the  worms. 
It  doesn’t  matter  anyway. 


Tanya  Endicott 


| Hope  For  The  Country  Kathy  Crosbie 

The  world  is  yours  so  remember  every  day- 
The  beauties  god  gives  us  are  here  to  stay 
In  our  hearts  and  in  our  minds  and  in  the  way  our  life 
defines 

My  message  is  for  hope  and  little  children's  lives 
Bring  happiness  and  harmony  before  our  country 
dies. 

Values  in  life  are  changing — the  rich  are  just 
rearranging, . 

The  cars,houses  and  accounts, but  the  homeless  and 
starving  are  left  unpronounced 
So  start  saving  our  country  one  and  all  do  it  now 
before  we  fall!!! 


Child  in  Car 


Denise  Bradshaw 
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A Childhood  Memory:  The  Sunray  Katie  Wilkerson 

Sleepy... 

Lying  on  the  grey  carpet, 

Pillow  and  blankey. 

My  eyelids  are  drooping. 

A clear  beam  of  sunlight 
Tiny  specks  of  dust 
Floating,  dancing 
Existing  only  in  the  ray. 

Can  I be  in  there? 

Can  I live  inside  the 
Sun’s  warm  yellow  light? 

I reach  out  to 

capture  the  happy  particles. 

They  escape  through  my  fingers, 
darting  away,  probably  laughing  at  me. 

I want  to  live  inside  that  light 
To  dance,  to  be  warm 
To  fly,  to  be  free. 

Why  can’t  I hold  onto  the  sun? 

Why  can  I feel  it  But  not  hold  it? 

Sweet,  warm  sunlight 

Piercing  through  the  dirty  window. 

It  exists  in  the  air  and 
Spills  on  the  floor 
Like  a beautiful  princess’  hair 
On  a fairy  tale  pillow. 

I lay  in  the 
Happy  warm  spill. 

Are  those  bits  in  the  beam 

Tiny,  little  flying  people?  Ones  maybe  like  me? 

The  sun  shifts  on  the  floor 
The  happy  warm  glow  is 
Hot  on  my  face  and  hands. 

But  my  shadow  blocks  it  from  the  floor 
still  warm  from  its  heat. 

I want  to  fly  in  the  sunray 
I want  to  play  bumper  cars 
With  the  other  specks. 

Is  God  in  there? 

Is  heaven  in  a warm  sunbeam? 

I put  my  blankey  over  my  head. 

I am  supposed  to  be  napping. 

No  nap,  no  cookies. 

The  sunlight  is  teasing  me. 

It  pierces  through  the  blanket. 

Tiny,  tiny  sunbeams  are 


Dancing  on  me. 

I kick  the  blankey  with  my  foot. 

The  beams  dance! 

I can  make  them  dance 
For  me,  just  me. 

Dance  all  on  my  chest 
My  arms  and  face. 

I wonder  if  the  bits  like  music. 

I hum  a song 
They  must  like  music. 

They  dance  with  it. 

I have  captured  the  sunbeams! 

Beneath  my  blankey 
They  came  to  play. 

I still  can’t  hold  them  in  my  hand. 

We  must  not  be  that  good  of 
Friends  just  yet. 

“What  are  you  doing?” 

The  baby-sitter’s  sharp  voice 
Shatters  the  music. 

The  magic  is  gone. 

“Why  are  you  kicking  and  covered  up? 
Do  you  want  to  suffocate?” 

Blankey  comes  over  my  head, 

The  angry  giant  is  above. 

“No  cookies  for  you!” 

The  magic  is  just  a memory 
But  out  of  the  comer  of  my  eye 
1 still  see  the  bits 
Dancing  in  the  sunbeam. 
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The  Lake  in  Mirror  Park  at  Midnight 


Melissa  Villanueva 


It  looks  cold,  empty,  like  me 
Large,  vast,  it  spreads  out  across  everything 
Misunderstood 

Nameless  faces  flash  before  my  eyes 
All  that  is  inside  is  pain 
Trapped  in  the  waves  that  roll  by 
Mixing  blood  with  memories 
Suffering  reaches  out  toward  the  light 
Pleading  for  air 

The  victim  is  drawn  into  seaweed  and  soil 
It  is  torturous  to  look  inside 
Knowing  all  that  one  can  never  truly  be 
Longing  to  be  as  beautiful  as  the  poets  describe 
To  dance  in  the  light  as  in  the  painter’s  picture 
It  is  not  brilliant 
Nor  is  it  extraordinary 
Not  even  permissible 
Hollow,  yet  overflowing  with  evil 
A masterpiece  of  malice  on  earth 
With  only  the  desire  to  feel  self  worth 
Surrendering  to  the  ebb  and  flow 
Wanting  to  stay,  and  willing  to  go 
Feeling  all  evil  pour  into  one 
Yearning  to  feel  the  purifying  sun 
Only  dark  clouds  haunt  overhead 
All  goodness  inside  cowers  to  the  lake’s  bed 
Too  afraid  to  be  seen 
Afraid  to  admit  what  has  been 
The  lake  is  cold,  empty,  like  me. 


Explanation  of  a Widower 


Jeff  Henry 


Last  night  you  were  taken  from  me  and  now  I’m  sitting  here  at  my  desk 
writing  to  you.  You  used  to  love  and  hate  me  when  I sat  here.  Sometimes  I would 
ignore  you  and  sometimes  you  me.  But  I sat  here  often,  keys  clicking  away  as  you 
slept,  ate,  and  changed  diapers.  My  sitting  here,  you  used  to  tell  me,  is  what 
attracted  you.  The  letters  that  I wrote  you  -the  stories  that  I wrote  to  your  heart  all 
came  from  here.  They  all  came  from  this  chair,  and  that  is  why  you  cannot  altogether 
hate  this  place  where  I habitually  sit. 

When  we  first  met  I saw  in  you  something  that  I wanted  to  be.  You  were  an 
adult.  You  were  responsible  and  I was  a total  mess.  I was  drunk  most  of  the  time  and 
“Living  life  to  the  fullest.”  You  always  laughed  when  I said  that.  You  would  look  at 
me  and  my  loud  drunken  face  and  smile.  I knew  it  was  idiocy  and  so  did  you.  How  I 
loved  you.  Every  time  that  I saw  you  I loved  you.  I was  a loud,  and  drunken  bull 
who  shook  every  time  I saw  your  face.  My  god  that  face.  I would  walk  far  out  of  my 
way  just  to  catch  a glimpse  of  you  coming  out  of  your  biology  lab  on  Thursday 
afternoons.  Yes  even  years  later  I remember  that  it  was  Thursday  afternoons.  I never 
cared  that  I was  always  late  for  class.  It  was  well  worth  the  C I received  in  grammar 
just  so  I could  see  your  face.  Walking  down  those  huge  stone  steps  I would 
pretended  to  run  into  you  by  accident.  You  knew  that  I had  class  across  campus  but 
you  never  said  anything  about  my  awkward  route. 

“Well  what  a surprise.”  You  said  that  every  Thursday.  After  a while  it  was  a 
joke  that  we  shared.  It  was  nice  to  have  something  only  with  you.  No  one  else  knew 
about  my  trips  across  campus  and  you  always  perpetuated  the  secret  by  looking  so 
surprised.  Those  meetings  were  ours  and  ours  only.  I think  it  was  about  then  that  I 
was  sure  we  would  spend  a lifetime  together.  Odd,  is  what  it  was.  I never  before 
thought  about  kids,  houses  or  days  without  nights  drinking  at  the  bars.  You  forever 
changed  me.  You  searched  and  found  me  under  a mountain  of  insecurity  and  self 
loathing.  You  and  I were  the  only  people  who  knew  who  I truly  was.  You  helped,  no, 
allowed  me  to  be. 

I never  felt  more  viable  than  when  1 would  write  to  you.  That  is  why  now 
even  after  you  are  gone  I cannot  help  but  continue  my  letters.  Wherever  you  are  I 
hope  that  the  letters  of  the  past  come  and  again  fill  you  with  all  of  my  love.  You 
were,  and  will  continue  to  be  an  inspiration  to  me.  I found  my  voice  with  you  and 
with  that  voice  clutched  tightly  in  my  fist  I set  out  to  project  myself  on  the  world. 
You  helped  to  make  me  famous  and  you  helped  me  to  tie  myself  to  this  chair. 

You  encouraged  me  to  write.  You  said  that  I had  such  a knack  for  telling  lies 
that  1 would  be  a great  novelist.  I never  lied  again  after  you  said  that.  When  I would 
start  to  lie  I felt  like  you  somehow  knew  it.  It  embarrassed  me.  I just  couldn’t  do  it 
with  you  knowing. 

You  turned  out  to  be  right  about  my  writing.  Well,  you  were  right  if  success 
is  an  indicator  of  greatness,  which  it  is  often  not.  With  you  propping  up  my  soul  I 
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achieved  more  than  I ever  thought  possible.  Ideas  and  feelings  flowed  from  me  and 
onto  the  pages  effortlessly.  You  never  knew  it  but  1 couldn’t  write  unless  you  were  at 
home.  I couldn’t  write  unless  I could  hear  you  moving  about  the  house  or  know  that 
you  were  asleep,  warm  in  our  bed.  During  the  times  that  you  were  pregnant  1 was 
the  most  creative.  I knew  that  you  and  I were  building  a new  life  together  and  it 
encompassed  me.  Every  character  I created  I envisioned  to  be  our  children.  I 
imagined  them  in  so  many  roles.  Greatness  never  eluded  these  characters  as  I 
projected  my  own  aspirations  for  our  unborn  children  into  them.  Everything  that  I 
write  now  is  flat  and  emotionless.  Everything,  that  is,  accept  for  these  letters.  You 
were  the  feeling  in  my  work.  You  were  the  emotions  on  the  pages  that  made  men  and 
women  cry  and  cheer  as  they  read  them.  You  unknowingly  inspired  and  saddened  so 
many  from  the  comfort  of  our  bed  or  in  the  kitchen  with  our  three  screaming 
children. 

How  could  it  have  been  that  we  got  so  far  apart?  How  could  it  have  been 
that  we  were  at  each  others  throats  so  often?  How  did  you  let  it  get  that  far?  How  did 
you?  How  did  you?  You  were  the  adult.  How  did  you  let  it  get  that  far  away  from  us? 
You  were  supposed  to  guard  it.  Why  didn’t  you  guard  it?  Did  you  let  it  go  just  to 
spite  me?  Did  you  do  it  because  you  were  sick  of  letting  me  be  the  child.  Did  you  do 
it  so  that  I would  come  out  of  this  chair?  I should  have.  I wish  I would  have.  I wish. 
Damnit  I wish. 

All  you  wanted  was  for  me  to  come  out  of  this  chair  and  be  a part  of  your 
life  again.  1 was  dependent  on  my  writing.  It  had  slowly  turned  into  what  I was 
rather  than  a product  of  who  I was.  It  now  shaped  me.  I no  longer  shaped  it.  I was 
very  selfish.  I sat  here  in  this  chair  and  wrote  out  all  of  our  feelings.  When  I sat  here 
writing  I was  so  close  to  you  and  you  never  even  knew  it.  I wanted  to  share  it  with 
you  but  I was  terrified  that  I would  lose  what  little  I had  left  of  you.  I was  afraid  that 
you  would  look  at  me  and  with  a smirk  take  away  what  little  I had  left.  I was  big  and 
gruff  and  so  very  weak.  Loud,  obnoxious,  and  so  inside  of  myself.  I would  yell  and 
curse  with  no  real  reason  for  anger.  I was  weak  in  character  and  in  soul.  I was  so 
weak  that  I was  able  to  see  you  hurting  and  not  strong  enough  to  do  anything  about 
it.  Night  after  night  I used  to  have  dreams  about  us  walking  along  a street  and  two 
men  running  up  and  taking  you  away  from  me.  I couldn’t  do  a thing  to  stop  it.  They 
took  you  and  all  I could  do  was  stand  there.  You  were  always  the  strong  one.  I 
pretended  to  be,  but  you  really  were.  I wasn’t  strong  until  I awoke  every  morning 
and  saw  you  there  next  to  me. 

The  letters  after  a time  I could  tell  were  not  enough  for  you.  I think  that  you 
didn’t  really  believe  them  anymore.  We  would  have  a fight  and  I would  write  you  a 
letter.  It  was  always  the  reaction  that  I had.  You  thought  it  was  a cover  up. 

“Why  are  you  writing  me  these  letters?”  you  would  scream.  “Talk  to  me! 

Talk  to  me!  Why  can’t  you  just  talk  to  me?” 

I was  such  a good  liar  you  always  said.  Liars,  that’s  what  you  called  writers. 
You  thought  that  I could  even  write  out,  create,  my  feeling  for  you.  I never  did  in  my 
letters.  I swear  1 never  did.  You  were  right  it  was  a cover  up,  but  it  was  a cover  up  of 
my  lack  of  self.  It  was  a cover  up  of  my  dependence  of  you. 


My  love,  with  you  gone  I am  nothing.  I am  useless  and  incompetent. 

I was  nothing  before  I met  you  and  I am  nothing  again  without  you. 

To  my  children  I am  dead.  A member  of  the  living  dead  to  be  cared  for  but 
not  to  be  counted  on.  To  God  I pray  everyday  to  change  me.  I wish  that  I had  been 
different.  I wish  that  I would  have  gotten  out  of  this  damn  chair  and  been  a part  of 
my  family’s  life.  I instead  chose  to  sit  here  and  create  a false  life  that  has  both 
tortured  and  seduced  me.  I have  missed  all  of  my  life  trying  not  to  lose  it.  I will  not 
spend  the  rest  of  my  days  in  this  chair  attempting  to  live  in  the  false,  emotionless, 
world  created  on  thousands  of  pages.  This  world  of  pages  is  the  only  place  that  I 
know  how  to  be  a part  of  - without  you.  It  is  the  only  place  that  I am  not  insane  with 
grief.  It  is  the  only  place  that  I am  not  mad.  It  is  the  place  where  I am  without  you.  It 
is  the  place  that  I scream  to  you  from.  It  is  a place  where  you  cannot  hear  me  scream. 
It  is  a place  that  I am  unable  to  summon  you  as  my  rescuer.  As  I built  you  up  in  my 
world  of  pages  while  in  the  real  world,  you  were  crumbling  away  from  me. 

When  I asked  you  “Do  you  know  how  much  I love  you?”  I was  really  telling 
you  that  I could  never  express  to  you  how  I loved  you.  Even  now  I cannot  summon 
the  words  necessary  so  that  I might  record  my  love  for  you  in  text  and  save  it  for  my 
darkest  hours  without  you.  You  are  gone  from  me  and  1 know  you  as  text  better  than 
I know  you  as  a person.  You  are  the  mother  of  my  children  and  you  are  a character  in 
my  head.  I cannot  tell  the  two  apart.  I am  nearly  swallowed  by  the  text  that  I create.  I 
feel  that  it  will  take  my  mind. 

It  is  always  the  same,  night  after  night.  You  are  suddenly  taken  from  me 
without  warning.  Gone.  Morning  after  morning  I awake  to  find  you  there  next  to  me. 
Last  night  in  a pool  of  sweat  and  tears  I was  positive  that  this  time  it  was  not  a 
dream.  Blankets  and  niteshirt  wrapped  tighdy  around  me.  A self  imposed  straight 
jacket,  a restraint  inflicted  upon  me  from  the  violence  flowing  from  my  unconscious. 
I was  fighting  to  save  you.  If  they  took  you  they  took  me,  and  I could  stand  to  lose 
neither.  I believed  that  you  were  really  taken  from  me.  I believed  it  was  real.  I was 
unable  to  distinguish  the  horribly  vivid  image  revealing  itself  to  me  from  reality. 
Tortured,  panicked  and  nearly  mad  I pulled  myself  from  my  dream  finding  you  still 
beside  me.  You  must  have  thought  I was  an  idiot  the  way  I grabbed  and  kissed  you. 
I was  sure  that  I had  lost  the  only  thing  that  made  my  life  real.  I was  sure  that  I had 
lost  you  and  you  never  really  knew  how  I felt.  I cried  and  cried  that  night  and  you 
held  my  head  and  stroked  my  hair  and  never  asked  me  what  happened.  Even  the 
next  morning  when  I jerked  awake  searching  for  you,  you  again  held  me  and  never 
needed  to  ask. 

You  will  not  be  surprised  when  I give  you  this  letter.  You  probably  began 
expecting  it  last  night  as  I lay  in  your  arms.  You  will  be  surprised  when  I sit  beside 
you  while  you  read  it.  I want  to  sit  here  so  that  if  you  cry  I will  be  here — for  you — 
instead  of  up  in  my  chair.  Up  in  my  chair  where  I am  as  dead  to  you  as  you  were  to 
me,  last  night  in  my  dreams. 
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Idle  War  Ship 


Ginny  McCarty 


Bent  head  slung  down. 
Engines  stalled  and  flooded. 
Image  of  fascination. 

Rising  above  the  sea  of  followers. 
Holy  guns  fire  a blaring  racket 
Of  converting  influences. 

Too  many  are  hauled  off 
Their  voyage  to  become  disaster. 
Reluctantly  they  slip  below. 
Hesitating  to  give  themselves 
Into  the  devoted  deep. 
Surface  for  confession 
Pushing  rescuing  hands  away. 
Waves  crash  upon  waves. 

The  debris  of  centuries  accumulates. 
Scattering  the  shore 
Faithful  corpses. 


Missing  You  Already 


Rachel  Shirley 


Missing  you  already 

Your  perfume  lingering  in  the  air 

My  mouth  still  red  with  your  lipstick 

Missing  you  already 

Your  pillow  left  behind  for  me 

Burying  myself  in  your  essence 

Missing  you  already 
Smiling  at  the  mirror 
While  looking  into  your  eyes 

Missing  you  already 
Raining  in  my  head 
Grass  cuts  on  my  skin 


Missing  you  already 

No  reality  to  touch 

Alone  with  only  sweet  memories 
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UNFINISHED 


Ellen  Lozchke 


(a  monologue  for  a woman  - setting  - her  living  room  - she  is  seated 
talking  to  a spilled  bottle  of  pill~  on  top  of  a coffee  table) 

I’m  just  gonna  check  out  leaving  unfinished  business  behind.  How 
could  she  do  that,  some  of  them  will  say.  What  unfinished  business, 
others  will  say,  she  just  wasted  her  life  wandering  from  one  short  term 
commitment  to  another.Anything  to  get  by.  Always  thinking  that 
there’s  time.  Never  following  through  on  anything.  I don’t  even  know 
if  I have  the  nerve  to  follow  through  on  this  or  who  I’m  doing  it  for, 
but  that’s  the  rub  as  Will  would  say.  There  is  no  one  to  do  it  for.  I have 
no  one  that  will  really  give  one  good  Goddamn  about  me  if  I’m 
gone. There  will  be  many  who’ll  cry,  grieve,  feel  pain,  loss, a sense  of 
waste,  but  not  one  entire  actual  person  who  will  feel  all  consuming 
pain  just  for  me.  Who  will  lay  over  my  body  sobbing  because  the  one 
person  that  they  loved  and  trusted  more  than  anything  is  gone.  Nights 
will  be  swallowed  up  by  tears  and  mindless  drifts  of  thought  at  walls 
and  pictures  which  no  longer  carry  the  same  meaning. There  will  be  no 
one  person  who  everyone  else  will  comfort, feel  awkward  around  or 
offer  a simple  gentle  connection  of  momentary  compassion  with  a 
reverent  touch  of  a human  hand. 

I get  so  tired  of  reeling  myself  in  — to  say  that  I’ve  run  out  of  fishing 
line  is  a cliche’  at  worst.  Why  keep  fighting  it  back?  What  is  the  point? 
What  the  fuck  is  IT  anyway?  The  problem  is  is  I don’t  want  to  play  the 
little  game  the  way  the  rest  of  them  do.  I really  don’t  want  the 
mortgage,  the  investment  banking,  the  mini  van,  the  IRA,  the  HMO’s, 
the  teething,  the  toilet  training,  the  sleepless  nights  — now  that  is  a 
big  no  — the  little  league,  little  choir,  little  chores  and  a little  penis 
that  wants  to  be  big,  but  can’t  anymore. 

Maybe  what  I’m  really  afraid  of  is  growing  up.  If  I have  all  those  tell 
tale  signs  of  being  a game  playing  adult  and  I hate  my  life,  abandoned 
my  dreams  then  what  the  fuck  was  the  point.  Jesus  there  was  none.  I’d 
have  to  admit  that  I’m  where  I’m  at  — turn  the  mirror  on  me  noticing 
that  every  line  and  bump  that  keeps  cropping  up  on  my  face  is 
accompanied  by  a wasted  decade.  I haven’t  even  taken  my  turn  and  my 
turn  is  almost  up.  Everytime  I think  I’ve  got  the  game  figured  out  the 
bat  and  ball  have  rolled  just  that  much  farther  out  of  my  reach, 
(pause)  I don’t  even  have  the  energy  for  a good  exit,  (smile)  What 


made  me  think  I’d  have  the  ability  to  follow  through  on  that  either. 
Just  one  more  way  I can  avoid  facing  me  and  realizing  that  my  dreams 
will  never  leave  my  head.  ‘Cause  everytime  I try  to  bring  one  out  it 
isn’t  quite  like  I thought  it  would  be  — it  doesn’t  measure  up.  This 
may  seem  trite  to  you  and  it’s  all  been  said,  but  this  time  it’s  real, 
because  it’s  happening  to  me.  What  if  1 never  follow  through?  My 
dreams,  my  life,... me? 
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Pieces 


Jenny  Dreisewerd 


I am  lost 

Walking  blind  through  a world  that  doesn’t  matter 
Yet  I keep  finding  pieces  of  me  along  the  way 
that  1 had  left  behind 


Like  shards  of  glass  they  penetrate  me 
Filling  me  with  the  forgotten  pain 
I could  never  explain  the  death  of  me 
Not  really  sure  when  it  happened 

Somewhere  along  the  road  of  shattered  dreams  and  abandonment 

I threw  away  the  best  piece  of  me 

And  refused  to  love  again 

Now  the  pieced  that  were  the  best  part  of  me 

Are  found  withered  and  useless 

Too  late  to  ever  go  back  so  I remain  empty 

Still  these  pieces  remind  me  of  who  1 was  and  how  I love 

Then  who  I have  become 

These  days  love  is  so  distant  and  fragmented 

1 live  a live  of  presentation 

So  the  rest  of  the  world  believes  1 am  whole 

Even  though  I have  never  captured  completeness 

And  sometimes  1 remember  that  glimpse  of  perfection 

The  way  to  complete  myself 

And  how  it  was  ripped  away 

How  it  was  only  a dream  never  to  be  replaced 

But  only  meant  to  burn  my  soul  even  deeper 

All  the  things  left  unsaid 

All  the  things  left  undone 

Spin  me  into  the  familiar  world  to  which  I belonged 
Where  loneliness,  emptiness,  and  hate  surround  me 
And  as  the  world  comes  crashing  down  1 build  my  wall  higher 
Maybe  another  will  never  conquer 

And  pain  could  be  avoided  and  I would  remain  comfortably 
miserable 

Without  a soul  in  the  world  to  leave  me 
So  perhaps  1 am  meant  to  be  worthless 
A needless  waste  of  time 

Dreaming  dreams  that  capture  me  and  hold  me  tight 
Then  slam  me  against  the  same  walls  meant  to  protect  me 
But  I will  always  hold  on  to  memories 
Of  who  I almost  was  and  couldn’t  quite  be 
Of  the  me  who  dared  to  love  but  never  dared  to  live 
Now  I find  myself  lost  among  pieces  of  dreams 
Secluded  from  the  rest  of  the  world 


And  still  searching  for  a way  to  complete  myself 
Knowing  1 will  only  pick  up  the  piece  of  me  that  is  love 
And  loose  it  again 
Killing 

the  piece  that  almost  was  a piece  of  me 

It  is  the  only  piece  that  could  ever  complete  me 

And  it  is  destroying  me 
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Siege 


Ginny  McCarty 


As  the  battering  ram  slams 
The  door  lets  loose  a screech  of  protest 
Slivers  of  rust  fly  into  the  air. 
Flakes  of  dried  blood  drift  down. 
The  door  resists  as  the  beating 
From  inside  and  outside  continues. 

Outside  they  batter  at  the  door 
The  beat  a steady  on  of  destruction. 
Inside  the  erratic  rhythm  tears 
And  chaos  controls  the  drummer. 
The  door  shatters  as  its  frail  skeleton 
Gives  in  to  the  abuse 
Scrambling  through  the  opening 
They  enter  the  body  sanctum. 
Straps  are  cinched  around  the  muscle 
Pulled  tighter  restricting  the  dance. 
The  wild  jumping  increases  tempo 
And  the  dancers  seizes 
Standing  there  trembling. 

In  mid-pirouette  the  music  stops. 
The  dancer  collapses  center  stage. 
Lying  on  the  city  sidewalk 
Wrinkled  eyes  stare  at  the  fading  sky. 


The  Usual 


Ginny  McCarty 


Fail  to  acknowledge  my  existence 
Try  to  forget  me  if  you  can. 

Mice  scream  at  the  owls. 

Stagnant  breath  as  I rot  from  the  inside. 
Gnawing  on  flesh  when  the  nails  run  out. 

I can  see  the  veins  of  the  cardboard 
My  home  is  soaked. 

No  basement  to  flood. 

Cheap  liquor  drifts  in  on  the  tide. 

Pay  homage  to  the  cascade  god 
Falling  down  scales  of  indigo. 

Hard  jazz  that  kicks  your  spine 
Making  your  tailbone  ache  and  your  kidney's  howl. 


Marrow  seizes  wi 


h seismic  vibrations. 
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The  Ticket Rachel  Shirley 

Scream  — For  the  love  of  God! 

But  what  for  that  love? 

You  use  your  money  wisely 
To  buy  your  ticket  to  Heaven 
Effects  of  desired  salvation 
Helping  the  poor  or  helping  yourself? 
Hypocritical  words  and  actions 
Avoidance  of  selfish  reflections 
Faith  twisted  into  want 
Thank  God  for  Christianity! 


SIMPLY  STUCK 


Non-English  Major  Contest  Winner Rachel  Lang 

Characters: 

MAGGIE:  45-55  year  old  woman.  NORM:  MAGGIE’S  husband  age  50-60. 

Setting:  Small  house  in  Boston.  This  play  takes  p/ace  in  a living  room  with  two  old  chairs  on 
either  side  of  the  room.  There  may  be  other  furniture  around,  but  givin  the  impression  that 
things  have  not  charged  for  years.  Everything  is  outdated  and  tattered.  The  room  reeks  of  the 
1950’s.  It  is  also  sloppy  and  disheveled.  Papers  are  thrown  around,  there  are  stacks  of 
magazines  and  books  that  have  not  been  touched  for  a long  time.  The  air  is  thick  and  musky. 
Dimly  lit. 

Lights  up  on  MAGGIE  who  sit  in  a comer  of  the  room  sewing  a tattered  piece  of  cloth.  We  are 
not  really  sure  what  she  is  sewing  because  it  takes  no  obvious  shape.  She  sews  in  the  same 
spot  of  the  material  over  and  over  again.  NORM  is  standing  on  his  head  in  the  opposite  comer 
of  the  room  facing  her.  He  has  superglue  attached  to  his  rear  end. 


MAGGIE: 

Norm...  Norm...  Damn  it  all,  where  did  he  go?  (singing  to  self  “Crazy,  crazy  for  feeling  so 
lonely.  I’m  crazy,  crazy  for  feeling  so  blue.  I thought....  la  la  la  ...  ummmm  then  leave  me  for 
somebody  new.  Crazy...”  Norm,  what  are  the  words  to  the  song?  Norm?  Where  in  the  Sam  Hill 
are  you? 


NORM: 

I’m  right  here,  darling. 

MAGGIE: 


Where  are  you? 

Right  here,  shnuckums. 
Where? 


NORM: 

MAGGIE: 

NORM: 


Right  bloody  here. 

MAGGIE: 

Oh,  you’re  there.  Why  didn’t  you  say  so.  What  are  the  words  to  the  song? 

NORM 

I’m  right  here.  RIGHT  HERE! 

MAGGIE: 

What  are  the  words? 

NORM: 


Did  you  say  something? 

MAGGIE: 


CRAZY? 


NORM: 

(Struggling  to  stand  up)  No,  I’m  not.  I was  just  getting- 

MAGGIE: 


I know,  “blood  to  your  feet”.  The  song,  I was  referring  to  the  song.  Crazy. 

NORM: 

.I’m  right  here.  (Struggling  to  sit  sown  on  a chair  opposite  Maggie.  Begins  playing  with  the 
remote  control). 

MAGGIE: 


(Singing)  “Crazy.  Crazy  for  feeling  so  lone/y.  I’m  crazy  crazy  for  feeling  so  blue.” 

NORM: 

GLUE1I  Damn,  what  was  that  commercial?  The  construction  hat. 


MAGGIE: 

That’s  what  started  this  whole  mess. 

NORM:  page 

twenty-one 


SUPER  GLUE! ! ! Super  glue-  that’s  it.  Will  adhere  to  any  surface.  ANY 

MAGGIE: 

It’s  what  started  this  whole  thing.  (Puts  sewing  down.  Looks  around  herself  for  her  bag.  It’s  a 
huge  canvas  bag.  She  finally  finds  it,  and  begins  digging  inside) 

NORM: 

(Struggling  to  remember)  Will  adhere?  Adhese?  Adhesive?  Super  glue. 

MAGGIE: 

“Crazy  for  feeling  so  blue.”  (Takes  pocket  mirror  out  of  the  bag.  Begins  to  inspect  her  face, 
powders  her  nose.)  I’m  hungry.  Norm.  I’m  hungry. 

NORM: 

What? 

MAGGIE: 

I don’t  like  the  way  she  dyed  my  hair,  Norm.  It  looks  blue. 

NORM: 

Oh?  How  long  have  you  been  glued  to  the  chair? 

MAGGIE: 

(Putting  the  mirror  away.  She  throws  down  the  bag  next  to  her,  picks  up  a crossword  puzzle 
book  like  the  ones  you  buy  in  the  grocery  store  and  begins  working  on  one)  Norm?  What  are 
you  talking  about? 

NORM: 

Did  you  say  something? 

MAGGIE: 

I said — oh,  what  was  I talking  about?  I forgot.  It  leaves  me,  Norm,  it  leaves. 

NORM: 

Where’s  the  glue? 

MAGGIE: 

It  all  leaves  me.  Four  letter  word  beginning  with  L 

NORM: 

Where’s  the  girl? 

MAGGIE: 

What  girl? 

NORM: 

The  girl. 

MAGGIE: 

Gina? 

NORM: 

Damn,  Sam,  what  was  her  name? 

MAGGIE: 

Gina,  our  daughter? 

NORM: 

Gina,  was  that  her  name?  Was  that  the  one? 

MAGGIE: 

Oh,  she  killed  herself  four  years  ago. 

NORM: 

Gina?  Was  that  her  name? 

MAGGIE: 

“You’re  such  a pretty  girl,”  I told  her,  “You  could  be  so  pretty.  If  you  just  put  on  some  make- 
up, let  your  hair  grow  out,  maybe  wear  a dress.  You  could  catch  any  man,”  I told  her.  “Any 
man,  honey.”  But  did  she  listen  to  me?  NO.  “Mom,”  she  says  to  me,  “I  like  girls.  Of  course  you 
do,  honey,  of  course  you  do.  I like  them,  too.’ 

NORM: 

Killed... 

MAGGIE: 

She  was  so  pretty.  You  used  to  love  her.  Norm.  Remember?  You  loved  baby  Gina. 

NORM: 

The  boy. 

MAGGIE: 

Oh,  David  He’s  in  the  army  now. 


David. 


NORM: 


MAGGIE: 

He’s  so  smart,  that  boy  Could  be  a doctor,  he’s  so  smart  I told  him,  “Honey,”  says,  “you  don’t 
need  to  be  handsome.  You’re  so  smart.  I bet  the  girls  just  run  after  you.  You  don’t  HAVE  to  be 
handsome.  It  helps,  but  it  isn’t  necessary.”  Did  you  love  David?  I think,  you  did.  It  all  leaves 
me,  now. 

NORM: 

“Crazy,  crazy  for  feeling  so  lonely  ...”  Super  glue. 

MAGGIE: 

Is  this  discovery?  Norm,  is  this  the  Discovery  channel? 

NORM: 


David. 


MAGGIE: 

A moment  of  silence  for  the  memory  of  David.  And  there  was  Rosco,  too 

NORM: 

Daughter. 

MAGGIE: 

No,  he  was  our  dog  He  died  Gina  forgot  to  feed  him  Choked  to  death  on  his 
own...  you  know. 

NORM: 


David. 


MAGGIE: 

Norm,  where  are  you?  Oh,  you’re  still  here  I never  know,  you  know  Ginny,  her  man  just  left. 
Just  up  and  left.  Not  saying  a word.  Just  left.  It’s  been  10  years  now.  She  still  doesn’t  know 
where  he  went. 


NORM: 

She  killed  herself? 

MAGGIE: 

No,  she  cleans  the  church  now  And  she  plays  the  organ,  too  Plays  bingo  every  Wednesday 
and  Friday. 

She  sits  2 tables  over  from  me  and  Ellen  and  Betty  and  Vem. 

NORM: 

What’s  this  mumbo  jumbo?  Damn  TV  too  many  commercials. 

MAGGIE: 

She  has  three  kids.  Norm.  Three. 

NORM: 

Did  you  say  something? 

MAGGIE: 

Are  you  hungry?  Norm,  I’m  hungry 

NORM: 

Any  surface. 

MAGGIE: 

And  she  said  to  her  husband- 1 think  I love  you.  Last  time  she  talked  to  him.  You  know  what 
he  said  back?  Norm?  Do  you  know  what  he  said  back? 

NORM: 


What? 


MAGGIE: 


(Long  pause)  I don’s  remember.  Something..  . Something  . it  all  leaves  me.  It  all  leaves. 
(Pause)  Love-  that’s  the  word  L-O-V-E.  Four  letter  word.  Connects  to  license. 

NORM: 


Where’s  the  damn  glue? 

MAGGIE: 


Remember  dancing,  Norm?  Remember  dancing  at  the  gym? 
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NORM: 

What?  (Playing  with  the  remote  control)  Where  is  Discovery? 

MAGGIE: 

Channel  27, 1 think.  Remember  dancing  to  Patsy  Cline? 

NORM: 

(Lighting  cigar)  Blasted  Discovery  channel. 

MAGGIE: 

We  were  so  close.  Norm.  Dancing  so  close.  I lived  for  those  days. 

NORM: 

HERE  IT  IS! ! ! The  commercial!  The  super  glue! ! ! 

MAGGIE: 

Norm...  so  close.  We  were. 

NORM: 

Any  surface!!  Use  with  caution...  Look!!  The  commercial  -it’s  on.  It’s  finally  on. 

MAGGIE: 

We  were  so  close  dancing  on  that  gym  floor-waltzing  until  the  wee  hours  in  the  morning.  Like 
there  was  no  tomorrow,  it  was  all  we  had. 

NORM: 

The  construction  hat-look!  Any  surface. 

MAGGIE: 

"...  for  thinking  my  love  could  hold  you.  “ Gina  was  so  pretty.  “Meet  you  a nice  boy,”  I told 
her.  “I  met  somebody,  Mom.  Mom,  I’m  in  love.”  She’d  say.  I never  heard  of  a boy  named 
Samantha.  But  it  was  Gina,  and  she  was  so  pretty.  Was...  now  she’s  just  not.  Where  did  we  put 
her?  The  vase?  Norm?  It  all  leaves  me.  I bet  that  Samantha  was  a nice  boy. 

NORM: 

The  commercials  over.  That’s  it.  It’s  over.  30  seconds  and  that’s  it.  Finished.  All.  Over. 

MAGGIE: 

You  used  to  love  Gina,  remember? 

NORM: 

“Crazy  for  trying  and  crazy  for  Lying  and  crazy...  “ Dancing?  (Moving  from  chair,  crawls 
around  looking  for  the  super  glue.  Which,  by  the  way,  is  attached  to  his  rear  end.)  It’s  not 
over. 

MAGGIE: 

(Puts  crossword  puzzle  down.  Looks  frantically  across  the  room)  Norm?  There  you  are. 

(Starts  crying)  Sometimes,  I am  so  afraid.  So  afraid  you  might  leave  me.  I stay  awake  at  night 
thinking.  I think,  Norm,  I think.  A lot.  I do.  I’m  not  pretty  any  more.  Norm,  Gina,  she  was  a 
pretty  girl.  So  pretty.  I told  her.,  you  probably  chase  the  boys  away.  You’re  so  pretty.  I’m  not. 
Norm.  No  longer.  Was  1?  Was  I pretty?  Ever?  When  we  danced  at  the  gym?  Was  I pretty  then? 
Don’t  leave  me. 

NORM: 

Where’s  the  glue?  I can’t  find  the  blasted  bloody  glue. 

MAGGIE: 

Norm?  (Pause) 

NORM: 

What?  Did  you  say  something? 

MAGGIE: 


Do  you  remember? 

NORM: 

Rosco,  here  boy.  Come  over  here.  Bring  me  the  glue.  (Crawling  on  the  floor)  Ruff!  Ruff! 
(Barking  like  a dog)  Where’s  the  damn  glue?  Surface  any,  ANY  SURFACE.  It’s  gone.  The  glue’s 
gone-my  super  glue.  Any  surface.  (Exhausted,  lies  on  the  floor,  staring  up  at  the  ceiling)  Yes. 
Yes,  I do.  At  times.  At  times,  I do  remember.  Dancing.  At  the  gym.  I remember  21,  you  18. 
Running  away  from  home.  Married  at  city  hall.  No  money.  Was  I handsome  then?  Dancing  at 
the  gym?  Love...  did  1?  I did...  love.  Gina,  David,  (long  pause)  Maggie. 

MAGGIE: 

Oh,  Norm,  you  do  love  me?  You  do?  Did  you  say  you  remember?  Then  you  haven’t  left... 
you’re  still  here.  I get  so  afraid.  So  afraid.  It  all  leaves  me.  Norm. 


NORM: 

1 remember,  Maggie.  (Crawls  over  to  her  on  his  hands  and  knees  so  that  he  faces  her)  Maggie. 

MAGGIE: 

Norm.  (They  spend  a moment  looking  at  each  other.) 

The  lights  dim  as  Patsy  Cline’s  Crazy  starts  playing.  It  is  the  appearance  of  the  high 
school  dance.  NORM  stands  to  his  feet  and  offers  MAGGIE  his  hand. 

NORM: 

Excuse  me,  may  I have  this  dance? 

MAGGIE: 


Of  course. 


She  stands  to  her  feet.  They  begin  to  dance  awkwardly  around  the  room.  When  the  song  ends, 
NORM  goes  back  to  his  comer  and  stands  on  his  head.  MAGGIE  sits  down  in  the  chair  and 
works  on  her  crossword  puzzle.  Lights  out 
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silence 


Jenny  Dreisewerd 


what  nauseating  agony 

tasting  ecstasy  like  never  before 

wanting  to  do  everything  an  nothing  at  all 

tonight,  feeling  reduced  and  emotions  exploded 

never  know  what  is  real  at  all 

this  time  will  not  leave  my  mind  yet  will  erase  the  world  known  before 

dying  now  would  be  such  pleasure  and  living  temptatious  to  my  soul 

heart  breaking  dances  of  longing 

crushing  thoughts  of  ecstasy 

moments  swimming  through  energy  fields 

pushing  away  this  final  moment 

lost  to  the  world  and  senseless 

together  forever  never  remembered 

thin  firing  sparks  and  maddening  laughter  encompass  internally 
sweltering  pain,  lonely  needing  comfort 

this  fear  is  so  much  more  than  words  when  dreams  have  been  swept  away 

worlds  of  nothingness  swallow  me  as  scenes  so  torturous  play  before  me 

believing  some  moments  the  lies  and  writhing  in  pain  at  realizing  them 

cannot  escape  from  this  vast  hole  growing  inside  of  me 

cannot  accept  the  way  that  life  will  be  from  this  moment  on 

maybe  not  lasting  long  enough  to  ever  know  if  better  times  exist 

or  hell  shall  eternally  remain  my  garden 

how  are  dreams  created  and  rooted  gast  into  the  heart 

meaning  only  to  destroy  the  ground  in  which  they  bloom 

crazy  to  think  that  anyone  could  ever  care  if  life  stopped  for  one 

or  that  anyone  would  notice  the  expired  breath  of  the  soul 

never  really  matters  if  this  foul  creature  should  fall  into  the  pit  of  despair 

couldn’t  be  missed  by  those  who  never  cared  to  discover  it’s  beauty 

and  what  worth  is  love  when  tragedy  of  life  should  only  conquer  it  in  the  end 

so  engulfing  is  that  raging  tyrant  that  killed  this  passion  newly  found 

and  somewhere  lost  beneath  it  all  the  seed  of  death  shall  grow 

approaching  emptiness  alone  tonight 

cannot  scream  for  dying  dreams 

silence  only  allowed  in  this  world 

where  others  control  and  others  can  breathe 

heart  beating  madly  before,  now  dying  inside 

will  this  moment  ever  end 

continue  this  place  of  ignorance  to  anything  felt  inside 

truth  never  offered  to  come  out,  only  excuses  and  protections  of  expectations 

forgive  this  being  for  even  existing  and  move  away  from  the  place  that  is  safe 


for  adventure  finds  passions  never  touched  before 
an  ecstasy  never  tasted  before 

love  like  a river  that  never  dies  but  falls  deeper  into  the 
heart 

forging  it’s  own  path  through  jungles  of  thorns  and  nurturing  a garden  all  it’s 
own 

still  it  remains  a nothingness  inside 
for  dreams  only  died  this  night 


Pumpkins  and  Squash 


Jessica  Brice 
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Fractured  Solace 


Rachel  Shirley 


She  escapes  to  me  for  protection. 

I imprison  her  affectionately, 

Her  barrier  until  the  lock  breaks. 

The  lock  screams  death  by  his  anger. 
Its  golden  father  piercing  my  skin 
Puncturing  the  scar  tissue. 

The  clock  ticks  fast  against  my  chest. 
He  colors  me  with  her  red  paint, 

My  eyes  hidden  behind  her  portrait. 

Her  angel  ally  of  old, 

1 support  her  as  she  hugs  me. 

He  bruises  my  helplessness  on  exit. 

1 am  stronger  than  he! 

Damn  the  lock. 

Damn  the  lock. 


The  Vampyre  Sonnet  Louis  C.  Furr 

Walk  with  me  in  my  garden  at  Night, 

Under  the  Moonlight  we’ll  stroll. 

Amongst  Dead  flowers  and  thorns. 

We’ll  tarry;  ‘til  the  harsh  light  of  Dawn. 

Take  my  hand,  Cold  as  the  night. 

Press  it  to  your  Wine-red  lips. 

Drink  my  libation  of  Blood, 

And  taste  the  salt  of  my  Tears. 

Crush  me  to  your  Body. 

Feel  the  stillness  of  my  Breath. 

Strip  from  me  this  silken  shroud, 

And  take  me  here  in  the  Dark. 

For  I will  live  Eternal 

When  you  have  drunk  from  my  Heart. 


Alone 


Ginny  Neile  Hilton 


Why  do  we  spend  our  days 
Alone  at  our  jobs. 

With  a laptop 
And  a cup  of  coffee. 

Working  overtime  for  recognition 
That  may  never  come. 

Why  do  we  spend  our  nights 
Alone  at  home, 

With  a movie 
And  a can  of  Pepsi, 

Fantasizing  about  a Hollywood  hero 
Created  for  us  by  cameras  and  mirrors. 

Why  do  we  spend  our  weekends 
Alone  outdoors. 

With  a Labrador 
And  a bottle  of  water. 

Jogging  through  a crowded  park 
Where  people  only  notice  your  dog. 

Why  do  we  spend  our  holidays 
Alone  at  heart. 

With  a lighted  tree 
And  a glass  of  eggnog. 

Sending  cards  to  friends  and  relations 
We  have  forgotten  since  Easter. 

Why  do  we  spend  our  Sundays 
Alone  in  spirit. 

With  a bible 
And  a sip  of  wine. 

Worshipping  a God  we  seldom  obey 
In  a crowd  of  Christian  strangers. 

Why  do  we  spend  our  lives 
Alone, 

Without  family,  friend. 

Or  faith. 

Embracing  a fickle  world  of  status  and  fame 
Over  those  who  care,  and  call  us  by  name. 
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Grandpa  | Tanya  Endicott 

I remember,  I was  young.  You  were  good-hearted  and  loved  me. 

We  would  fish  in  the  lake  in  your  back  yard.  We  would  laugh  together. 

We  would  swim  in  that  same  lake  and  the  fish  would  nibble  the  moles  on 
your  back.  It  fascinated  me. 

I remember  you  used  to  grill  hamburgers. 

I could  smell  them  from  wherever  I was  playing.  I can't  eat  hamburger 
anymore  grandpa.  One  year  you  taught  me  how  to  drive  the  boat  and 
grandma  crazy. 

I am  not  so  young  anymore  grandpa,  and  I've  watched  you  grow  old.  Your 
strong  body  has  bent  with  age,  and  your  mind  has  grown  confused.  You 
do  not  remember  things  grandpa.  You  do  not  know  me  when  I sit  by  your 
bed.  But  I know  who  you  are  and  what  you  used  to  be.  I remember 
everything.  I love  you  grandpa. 


Lilac  Time 


M.E.  Scott  Award  for  Prose Lee  W. 

I had  driven  by  the  old  house  hundreds  of  times,  never  really  noticing  it  very 
much.  It  sat  back  from  the  road  quite  a distance,  in  a grove  of  dark  cedars.  Twisted 
and  tangled  bushes  at  least  a dozen  feet  tall  crowded  the  front  porch,  seeming  to 
make  entry  impossible.  For  some  reason,  on  this  day,  in  spite  of  the  drizzle  and  grey 
clouds,  the  house  caught  my  eye.  I turned  my  truck  down  the  overgrown  lane.  Mud 
splattered  my  windows,  as  I pulled  into  what  used  to  be  the  front  yard,  where  a few 
feeble  daffodils  struggled  for  the  weak  spring  sun. 

The  remains  of  a brick  path  led  up  to  the  front  porch.  1 forced  my  way  past  the 
bushes,  noticing  lilacs  that  looked  like  they  had  been  dead  for  years,  and  stepped  up 
to  the  door.  The  white  china  doorknob  spun  freely  in  my  hand.  I pushed  the  door 
open.  Years  of  mildew  and  decay  rose  in  a stench  around  me  as  dust  swirled  in  the 
feeble  light.  Rotted  remains  of  carpet  powdered  under  my  feet.  Faded  wallpaper  hung 
in  tatters  about  my  head.  In  the  gloom  at  the  end  of  the  hall  I could  see  where  the 
stairway  spiralled  upwards,  dust  thick  on  its  untrodden  treads. 

A door  stood  open  to  my  left.  Wan  light  came  from  the  room  beyond.  Stepping 
inside,  I looked  around.  What  was  left  of  a marble  fireplace  faced  me  across  the 
room.  A mirror,  glass  shattered  into  myriad  reflections,  gilt  blackened  wdth  tarnish, 
hung  above.  I wondered  what  it  would  have  been  like  to  live  in  this  house.  Who  had 
looked  at  themselves  in  that  mirror,  and  how  often.  Were  they  vain  people  who  had 
lived  in  this  house?  Was  it  a beautiful  young  girl  who  had  checked  her  hair,  or  a 
handsome  lad,  adjusting  his  cravat?  A proud  couple,  babe  in  arms?  I tried  to  imagine 
myself  there. 

I stepped  to  the  window  one  side  of  the  fireplace,  brushing  back  the  cobwebbed 
remnants  of  a lace  curtain  The  window  was  opaque  wnth  dirt  and  grime.  I polished 
off  a spot  with  the  heel  of  my  hand;  then  a larger  one.  Sun — not  just  soggy  spring 
greyness,  but  sun — began  to  pour  through  the  single  clean  pane.  The  room 
brightened.  And  continued  to  brighten.  I could  make  out  some  color  in  the  faded 
wallpaper — pink  roses  twined  with  blue  ribbons.  The  air  seemed  clearer. 

Light  flooded  the  room;  I squinted  my  eyes,  unable  to  see.  I heard  a sound.  What 
sounded  like  music  was  coming  from  somewhere  near.  A piano.  And  children — I 
could  hear  children  playing  some  rhyming  game.  No  longer  was  there  the  smell  of 
decay  and  age.  A scent  of  lilacs  waited  through  the  room.  As  my  eyes  adjusted  to  the 
light,  I could  see  the  windows  were  clean  and  sparkling,  And  they  were  open  to  the 
warm  spring  breezes.  Gauzy  lace  danced  and  fluttered  gently  in  the  air.  Brocaded 
furniture,  lovingly  shined,  filled  the  room.  Bright  portraits  reflected  in  the  gold 
mirror.  Plush  rugs,  bright  with  all  the  glory  of  the  Orient  covered  the  floor.  On  a 
marble  top  table  in  the  center  of  the  room,  a crystal  vase  held  blooming  branches  of 
deep  purple  lilacs... 

j “What, re  ya  coin’  in  here?  We  don’t  ‘low  no  one  in  here.  You’re  trespassin’.”  I spun 

around  at  the  gruff  voice.  A grim-faced  man  in  dirty  overalls  stood  there. 

“We  just  use  this  ol’  dump  to  store  hay  in.  Get  outta  here.  Go  on.” 

‘I. ...I...”,  I stammered,  looking  around  the  dim  and  dingy  room.  Reeking  dust  rose 
up  in  clouds.  An  unhealthy  dampness  was  in  the  air.  I turned  to  go  out  the  door. 

“I  just  wondered  what  it  would  have  been  like  to  live  here.” 
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